SAN   GAUDENZIO

We could not bear to live down in the village any more,
now that the days opened large and spacious and the even-
ings drew out in sunshine. We could not bear the indoors,
when above us the mountains shone in dear air It was
time to go up, to dimb with the sun.

So after Easter we went to San Gaudenzio. It was three
miles away, up the winding mule-track that dimbed
higher and higher along the lake. Leaving the last house
of the village, the path wound on the steep, diff-like side
of the lake, curving into the hollow where the landslip had
tumbled the rocks in chaos, then out again on to the bluff
of a headland that hung over the lake.

Thus we came to the tall barred gate of San Gaudenzio,
on which was the usual little fire-insurance tablet, and
then the advertisements for beer, 'Birra, Verona,' which is
becoming a more and more popular drink.

Through the gate, inside the high wall, is the little
Garden of Eden, a property of three or four acres fairly
level upon a headland over the lake. The high wall girds
it on the land side, and makes it perfectly seduded. On
the lake side it is bounded by the sudden drops of the land,
in sharp banks and terraces, overgrown with ilex and with
laurel bushes, down to the brink of the diff, so that
the thicket of the first declivities seems to safeguard the
property.

The pink farm-house stands almost in the centre of the
little territory, among the olive trees. It is a solid, six-
roomed place, about fifty years old, having been rebuilt by
Paolo's unde* Here we came to live for a time, with the
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